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Summary: When Luna Lovegood returns home years after the final 
battle, every one is surprised to see how much the small unusual gir 
has grown and matured. None of them, however, is more surprised than 
the new bank manager, Mr. Draco Malfoy himself. All characters and a 
lot of the plot belong to J.K Rowling. Rated M for language and 
possible later lemons. 


1 . Chapter 1 

Leaning against the cool wall of the dark dungeon, there was a noise 
in the distance that caused unease to settle in. 

The small blonde girls ears perked up as she listened to the common 
sound of the door opening and closing. 

Her stomach rolled as she waited for whomever had entered to appear 
at the cells entrance. 

When a pale face, with even more pale hair, appeared in the small 
window at the top of the door her head raised. 

Once he was sure no one was in the cell with the prisoners he made 
quick work of unlocking the door and slipping inside. 

He made his way over with haste, but he stopped just before he 
reached her. 

Dropping to his knees at her feet a small smile graced her 
lips . 

"Lovegood, you know it makes me uncomfortable when you look at me so 
expectantly." he murmured. 

Her small head shook slightly, "I've told you time and again, I 
expect nothing from you Draco, I simply enjoy your company." 



His eyes looked up slowly meeting hers again, they were so deep and 
sad, they held so much remorse for the things he could do nothing 
about . 

"I'm sorry." He apologized. 

He always apologized. 

Every day. 

This was his routine, sneak in, apologize, give her the food he had 
cunningly gotten past his father, talk to her briefly, then he would 
flee . 

Luna nodded her head. 

Just as was her daily routine. 

"You've no reason to apologize Draco, you do nothing but try to 
help . " 

He scoffed. "Help?" he questioned, "I'm the sole reason you're 
trapped in this depressing hole of torture." 

Torture . 

Yes it was torture, being locked away from the sunlight, away from 
the kind faces of the people she loved, and away from her 
father . 

She worried about him so, he was all alone without her, probably 
worried to death. 

The things they did to her while she was trapped down here, yes they 
were unpleasant, but the real torture was knowing that she was here, 
and unable to protect those she loved. 

"Draco, this isn't your fault. I know you had no choice in the 
matter . " 

The boys face scrunched up. His heart was so torn. 

He wanted to stay loyal to his family, but he had a good heart. 

Deep down he _needed _to do the right thing. 

He gave up on trying to understand her and reached into his robe, and 
when his hand came back into view it held a small loaf that had been 
split down the middle with cheese stuffed between it. 

"It isn't much." he said softly. 

The smile stretched out farther along her face. "It's more than 
enough Draco." 

Luna broke the bread in half and shared it with Mr. Ollivander. 


The young wizards face once again scrunched up, but he long ago gave 
up on trying to figure out why the girl would give away half of her 



food to an ungrateful old man who never, to his knowledge, even 
uttered a thank you. 

The small witch turned her attention back to Draco, and nodded. 

This was his signal to begin talking, however, today there was no 
news to share. 

Usually he would catch her up on the war, any recent deaths, any 
grand happenings . 

Unfortunately, it had been an abnormally uneventful day, he simply 
looked back at her watching as she slowly chewed and swallowed. 

"Are you not going to share with me today?" she asked with a hint of 
sadness in her voice. 

He hated to do anything that would make her even more miserable in 
her current situation, so he did all he could think of. 

"What is your favorite thing to do on a boring day?" He asked. 

Her eyes grew wide at the inquiry. 

"Why do you ask Draco?" She returned his question with a 
question . 

"There is no news of the war today, I have nothing to share." He said 
glumly . 

once again the small witch broke into a wide smile at the young 
boy . 

They sat for what seemed like ages talking back and forth sharing, 
what anyone else would see as mundane boring questions, but they 
found intriguing as they learned more and more bout each other. 

From that day forth, there was very little talk of the war, and 
instead they would simply sit, becoming more acquainted with one 
another . 

When the day came that Harry was brought into the dudgeon, Draco was 
terrified . 

He knew he would attempt escape, and honestly he could care less 
about that, but he also knew he would try liberating Luna with 
himself and his friends. 

If she was caught in the crossfire, Draco didn't know what he would 
do . 

She was so innocent, so pure, she didn't deserve to be hurt, _or 
worse_, simply because Potter had to play the hero. 

It all happened at once, they escaped, there were burst of magic 
flying wildly about the room. Draco tried to keep his eye focused on 
Luna, but as she cowered, and as spells flew between himself and 
Potter she was lost to him. 


As the battle died down he saw the group crowding around the elf that 



once belonged to his family, and saw as he snapped his slender grimy 
fingers . 

A dagger flew from his enraged aunts fingers, headed straight for the 
one person he was most scared of getting hurt. Out of no where a tiny 
flash of light struck the dagger knocking it just slightly askew and 
away from Luna's head. 

He had no clue where it came from or if it was simply an accidental 
slip, but at that moment he thanked every God and Goddess that came 
to his mind for the lucky strike. 

The group, and the dagger disappeared, and the small grin that broke 
out across his aunts face scared him to the depths of his soul. 

It automatically struck him that Luna was gone. 

She was _safe_. 

She would _stay_ safe. 

He could finally rest, knowing she was safe from his family. 

Safe from him. 

A/N okay so I know this is extremely short, and I will probably be 
updating quite quickly just to throw us into the actual story, this 
was more just a "Draco isn't so terrible, and lets see him in a 
different light" kind of thing, let me know what you think thus far 
though if you'd like :) next chapter will be about 6 years later, 
enjoy ! 

Always with love! Laken 


2 . Chapter 2 

As the petite young witch strolled up to the entrance of the bank, a 
wizard exited, holding open the door for her to enter through. 

She walked up to the first empty teller and retrieved her wallet. 

As she began giving her information and searching for her proof of 
identification she heard a familiar voice behind her that made the 
hairs on the back of her neck stand on end. 

Luna slowly turned as a very sharply dressed Draco walked towards her 
chatting with someone who looked to be very important, if his attire 
was any indication of who he was. 

Much like when he was in school, Draco carried himself with an air of 
confidence only a Malfoy could exude. 

She watched him as he sauntered through the foyer, chatting happily 
and clapping the older man on the shoulder as they shook hands. 

As they parted ways, Draco's eyes glanced about the room passing over 
Luna completely. 

She smiled widely, but he continued on without fault. 



Just as she thought he was going to walk by without a word. His gray 
eyes snapped back to her and he froze, looking at her as if she were 
a crumple-horned snorack that had appeared out of thin air. 

After a moment of making sure that it was really who he thought it 
was and he wasn't just seeing things he began to slowly make his way 
over to Luna. 

Just as he always had done in the dungeon, he stopped just a tiny bit 
short of her. 

She smiled up to him as he looked down at her astonished. 

"Hello Draco." she said softly. 

Draco shivered at the soft caress of her voice as it washed over 
him . 

"Luna, " He murmured as he reached up bringing his hand close to her 
face aching to touch her and make sure she was real. 

Just before his skin came into contact with hers, he paused realizing 
what he was about to do, and in the middle of a crowded bank. 

His had dropped back to his side and his back straightened out. 

"How are you Ms. Lovegood?" He questioned, his voice more guarded now 
that he had remembered his surroundings. 

"Oh Draco, please don't be so formal with me, we are friends after 
all." She reprimanded. 

He sneered at her slightly, "My _friends _actually keep in touch, 
they don't just disappear for five years without word." 

A pout formed on Luna's face as he began to glare at her. "Draco, 
please." she reached out putting her hand on the bend of his 
arm . 

Again he shivered, without even realizing it she had wormed her way 
into his life, and he had missed her greatly in all the time she had 
been gone working on her research. 

The teller behind Luna cleared his throat. "Ms. Lovegood, will you be 
making a withdrawal from your account today?" he asked, trying to 
finish conducting the transaction she had begun. 

Draco glanced at the goblin then slowly reached out placing his hand 
underneath Luna's elbow, tugging on her very gently. 

"Ms. Lovegood will be finishing her transaction with me today." Draco 
finished before Luna could speak. 

The goblin simply nodded then looked behind the couple to the next 
person waiting to be serviced. 

Luna quietly followed Draco to his office, walking in behind him, she 
took a seat as he closed the door. 



He waved his wand putting up a spell to prevent disturbances, then he 
took a seat behind his desk. 

Straightening his tie, he looked at Luna. 

"so how have you been the past few years?" he inquired. 

Luna looked at him with soft eyes smiling slightly. "I've been very 
well thank you Mr. Malfoy, just bus-" 

"Draco." the handsome young wizard interrupted. 

A smirk crossed her face, "so you can't call me Luna, but I am to 
call you Draco?" she asked cheekily. 

A peeved look etched it's way across Draco's face. "Right." he said, 
"Luna it is . " 

He hated the unfamiliarity of her calling him 'Malfoy'. 

She knew him far to well for that. 

In fact she was the only person in the entire world that knew many of 
the things about him that she did know, aside from his mother of 
course . 

"I've been very well Draco, Very busy with my explorations and 
writings. Thank you for asking, and yourself?" 

Draco took a quick glance about his office then met her eyes again, 
"I've done fairly well I suppose, I've just been able to accept the 
title of branch manager over this particular ban-." 

"Draco, " This time it was he who was being interrupted, "You know I 
really could not care less about your position in society, how are 
you doing, how is life?" 

Draco felt a blush cross his cheeks, normally no one was allowed to 
speak to him out of term as such. 

He was a wealthy business man, his job was his life, what was he 
expected to say to that? 

After a few stuttered words, and an inability to begin an actual 
sentence Luna tutted. 

"Well I see you need time to reflect on that answer, in all honesty I 
need to be getting back to the office myself. If you don't mind 
helping me finish my transaction. I'll let you get back to your daily 
routine, Rolf is expecting me after all." 

Office? Luna had an office locally? And just why did she assume he 
had a routine to attend to? And why... wait Rolf? Who was Rolf? Was 
Luna in a relationship? Was she MARRIED? Could she be? Why was he 
suddenly so overcome with questions about Lunas personal life? What 
did it matter if she was? It was nothing to him, they were just 
friends after all. Any ways, it wasn't anyth... suddenly there was a 
hand waving in his face. 


"Draco, really I thought I was the daydreamer." Luna was smiling down 



at him as she leaned over his desk. 


That smile. Her perfect smile. 

Draco cleared his throat. "How much will you be withdrawing today?" 
he asked, trying to maintain an air of business. 

"Well, lets see, " She bit her lip in thought and Draco smiled at her 
old habit. "Ten thousand galleon should do for now." Draco nodded and 
began a spell to unlock the safe in his office. 

For most people their age this would be a shocking amount of money, 
but he knew that the Lovegoods were a very well off family before the 
war, and the popularity of the magazine had sky rocketed both during 
and after the war by the Potter followers. Xenophilius was probably 
almost as well off at this point as his own father. 

As he was counting out her money and sorting it into bags he noticed 
Luna looking him up and down in his peripheral. 

A small smirk graced his lips as he continued to concentrate on the 
coins in front of him. 

"So we should have lunch." 

At five thousand Draco stopped his counting of the bags and looked up 
at her. 

"I've already eaten today Luna." came his genius response. 

"Well I would hope so, it is close to four in the afternoon. I Was 
thinking another day this week?" 

"You'll be in town that long?" He said snarkily. 

Her lips formed into a pout again and Draco bit his lip to stop 
himself from apologizing. 

She was the only person who could draw an apology out of him so 
easily . Damn her . 

"Draco, to my knowledge, I'm home to stay. Daddy is getting older and 
seems to be losing interest, or ability I assume, to keep the 
magazine up and running. I'm back home to take over ownership, Rolf 
and I are planning to upgrade the Quibbler with all the interesting 
discoveries we have made while we were out exploring." 

There he was again. 'Rolf.' Draco hated that name already. 

He quickly finished counting out her galleons and sacked them all 
together . 

Luna recited a spell shrinking the bag and sticking it into her 
pocket inside her cloak. 

"So, lunch? Wednesday? Noon-ish?" she asked again. 

"Rolf wont mind?" He asked, trying to keep the jealousy out of his 
voice . 



Was that it? was he angry... because he was _jealous_? 

Why on earth was he jealous? He and Luna had always only been 
friends, if even that. 

Luna laughed out loud and his stomach tightened uncomfortably. 

"Oh Draco," she smirked, she knew. He felt it in his stomach, she 
knew, and she was gloating. "I'll see you Wednesday." 

She walked silently around his desk and threw her arms about his neck 
clinging tightly to him. At first he was a bit shocked, but he slowly 
melted into her hug and wrapped himself around her taking in her 
scent . 

A knock at the door tore them apart and Luna stepped back around the 
desk, Draco spoke the spell to open the door and a small goblin came 
walking in with a clip board. He looked between the couple then set 
his eyes on Draco, "Sir I need approval for today's transactions to 
close out my drawer for the evening." 

Luna pardoned herself and slipped out the door. Draco tried to return 
to his work, however it was a frivolous attempt as the rest of his 
day his mind was preoccupied with long blond hair and a bright silver 
eyes . 

A/N: 

so! I know it's been a week since I updated but hear me out, I 
haven't just been twiddling my thumbs, I've gotten five chapters done 
so far and up on another site getting feedback before publishing on I 
know sometimes it gets hard to stick to a deadline but i figure if i 
stay ahead while I'm popping out chapters like candy, when I get 
stuck halfway through my story I'll still have something to give you 
guys. With that being said, I'm planning updates every Friday, it 
really is killing me not to post what i have because I'm such an 
eager beaver but I'm holding out hopefully for a better cause in a 
few weeks ! 

Always with love! Laken 


End 
f lie . 



